Thus have you done, and further 111 not press.**
Whereat were all the folk aghast, no less;
As men amazed they stand there, every one,
For dread of vengeance, save Constance alone.

Great was the fear and, too, the repentance
Of those that held a wrong suspicion there
Against this simple innocent Constance;
And by this miracle so wondrous fair,
And by her mediation and her prayer,
The king, with many another in that place,
Was there converted, thanks to Christ His grace!

This lying knight was slain for his untruth,

By sentence of King Alia, hastily;

Yet Constance had upon his death great ruth.

And after this, Jesus, of His mercy,

Caused Alia take in marriage, solemnly,

This holy maiden, so bright and serene,

And thus has Christ made fair Constance a queen.

But who was sad, if I am not to lie,

At this but Lady Donegild, she who

Was the king's mother, full of tyranny?

She thought her wicked heart must burst in two;

She would he'd never thought this thing to do;

And so she hugged her anger that he'd take

So strange a wife as this .creature must make.

Neither with chaff nor straw it pleases me

To make a long tale, here, but with the corn.

Why should I tell of all the royalty

At that wedding, or who went first, well-born,

Or who blew out a trumpet or a horn?

The fruit of every tale is but to say,

They eat and drink and dance and sing and play.

They went to bed, as was but just and right,
For though some wives are pure and saintly things,
They must endure, in patience, in the night,
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